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<C><C><C> 


Rock 
of 
Ages 


<C><C><C> 

The wailing reached 
his ears faintly at 
first, intensifying 
with each passing 
moment. Heavy 
eyelids, still blinded 
by pitch blackness, 
struggled to open in 
vain. The very 
ground he lay upon 
now vibrated with the 
abandon of the 
ritualistic crying and 
raising of savage 
voices outside of his 
black prison. 

Thump- thump 

Thump- thump 

Thump- thump 


His heart began to 
race, as if it had just 
realized its owner was 
conscious again, and 
threatend to burst 
through his chest, it 
keeping rhythm with 
the war drums' 

pulsing and pounding 
away outside of the 
blind barriers where 


he still lay. 
Thump- thump 
Thump- thump 
Thump- thump 


He could feel his body 
awakening, a wanton 
craving uncoiling in 
the pit of his 
stomach. Long 
fingernails scraped 
against the wood 
ccooring of his small 
prison, his eyes 
taking on an almost 
preternatural glow. 
With a shriek 
bordering on insanity, 
he reached up, fists 
breaking through the 
old and rotting wood 
of this ancient coffin, 
and he sat up, 
blinking in the pale 
light. All crying out 
and shouting and 
Singing and the 
playing of drums had 
ceased at his 

movement ... shadows 
of the people watching 
him now, half out of 
curiosity and half 
fear, all he could see, 
his eyes still 
unaccustomed to any 
light. He was 
surrounded by savages, 
tribal people who, from 
what he could guess, 
had performed a ritual 
to awaken him. For 
what reason they 
wished this, he did 
not know. Nor did he 
care. 


One woman, unable to 
control herself, cried 


out in a high keening 
wail, dropping herself 
in a prone position 
before him. As his 
eyes moved to watch 
her, the rest followed 
suit, worshipping him 
in their uncivilized 
manner. This 
disturbed Ailin 
Cormorant, for it 
brought back ancient 
memories he had 
decided he would be 
better without. Once 
he and his pack were 
considered savages 


He shook his head. 
Enough of that. He 
needed to find his 
pack and find them 
immediately. But 
before then, he must 
feed. He was 
famished 


<C><C><C> 


Crows picked out the 
eyes of savage corpses 
and fought with each 
other over the choicest 
bits of the kills 
scattered throughout 
the village. A careful 
eye would notice each 
victim was missing 
their throat. A 
solitary man sauntered 
slowly through the 
village, disappearing 
into the borders of the 
nearby forest. 


<C><C><C> 


"My beloved brothers 
and sisters,” the 


thought came. 
"Prepare for my 
arrival, for I am 
home. Fionna, I come 
for you, my beloved; 
shall we never be 
apart again. I am 
come home, my beloved 
pack, and may Clan 
Cormorant never be 
apart again 5 


